"¿Le gusta este jardín, que es suyo? ¡Evite que sus hijos lo destruyan!
"Pride, the supreme value, appears when suffering is infinite; it is nothing more than the permanent, unflinching consciousness through experienced pain of one's implicit capacity for suffering. Unhappiness and pride are at the origin of the soul. The first creates the "wound," the second, refusing any remedies, explores its features, the sum of unhappiness it can bear. This is why Satan, after his arrogant declaration, doesn't stop groaning and immediately seems to contradict himself.
'I have only the soul, the soul with its burning and barren breath, which consumes itself and tears itself apart. The soul! but I can do nothing, I can barely brush a kiss, I can only sense, see, but I cannot touch, cannot take … If only I were a beast, an animal, a reptile … their desires are satisfied, their passions are assuaged. You want a soul, Arthur? A soul, but have you considered it carefully? Do you want to be like other men? … to sicken with despair, to fall from illusions to reality? A soul! but do you want sobs of dumb despair, madness, idiocy? You would fall into hope. A soul -then you want to be a man, a little more than a tree, a little less than a dog?'" (Jean-Paul Sartre (trans. by Carol Cosman) , The Family Idiot: 1821-1857, Volume 1. Chicago and London: The University of Chicago Press, 1981: 242.) "It is time to wake up, to revise the slogan which, a quarter century ago, in May 1968, echoed through the streets of Paris, time to be realistic enough to ask for the impossible, for what our system, its high priests and pundits, its propaganda machine and its mass media have as their task to describe as impossible or, if you prefer, dangerously utopian." (Daniel Singer, cited "'If', Hegel declares, 'prose has penetrated with its particular mode of conception into all the objects of human intelligence and has everywhere left its imprint, poetry must undertake to recast all these elements and to imprint them with its original seal. And since it must also conquer the disdain of the prosaic spirit, it finds itself surrounded on all sides by numerous difficulties. It must wrench itself from the habits of ordinary thought, which prefers the indifferent and the accidental', must in every respect transform 'the mode of expression of prosaic thought into poetic expression and, despite all the reflection necessarily demanded by such a struggle, must preserve the flawless appearance of inspiration and the original freedom that art requires." "…past -the escape through the secret passage! -the open sewers in the mean streets, the few lone dim street lamps, into the night, into the miracle that the coffins of houses, the landmarks were still there, the escape down the poor broken sidewalks, groaning, groaning -how alike are the groans of love, to those of the dying, how alike, those of love, to those of the dying! -and the houses so still, so cold, before dawn, till he saw, rounding the corner safe, the one lamp of El Infierno glowing…" 
